The Forest Night
Alas ! The happy spring tide is now past:
Our sweet flowery mornings are no more.
Shades of night have fallen in darkness fast,
Death aud deep silence reign on streams of gore.
Amidst a frightful forest is he left.
Amidst the silent noise his way he gropes
Through tangled trees and rocky heights and
slopes
In fierce roars of beasts, and of ail help bereft.
A light is streaming yonder far away
Over the teak-woods like a beacon fire
To guide the nightly pilgrim on his way
Through rocky trees or forest-hilis or mire.
What thrills his bosom now? Hope Divine Hope,
That comes to rescue Despair from sad death,
And purifies the dying man's last breath:
So with hope rebuoyed, he began to grope.
And on and on towards the forest light
He trudged his weary steps in dread darkness
The giant trees with an their ghastly might
Barring his path, but he went on dauntless.